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other. Talk about black-eyed rage; it's the lightning of the blue eyes that sears every time."
I had been quite wild to see Signor Sal-vim on his first visit to America, and at last I caught up with him in Chicago, and was so happy as to find my opportunity in an extra matinee. The play was "Othello," and during the first act he looked not only a veritable Moor, but, what was far greater, he seemed to be Shakespeare's own " Moor of Venice." The splendid presence, the bluff, soldierly manner, the open, honest look, as the " round unvarnished tale " was delivered, made one understand, partly at least, how " that maiden never bold, a spirit so still and quiet," had come at last to see "Othello's visage in his mind, and to his honour and his valiant parts to consecrate her fortune and her soul!" Through all the noble scene, through all -the soldierly dignity and candid speech, there was that tang of roughness that so naturally clung to the man whosech glanced off warningly and snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
